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of shy tenderness that can't be expressed in words. Now
he's simple and sincere and wants terribly to work. He
has found himself—knows his strong points and his short-
comings. But the most important thing is that a genuine
feeling of comradeship has been born in him."
As the mother listened to Sasha, she was glad to see
that so austere a person could be gentle and joyful. But
at the same time, somewhere deep down in her heart she
kept thinking jealously, "And what about Pavel?"
"He thinks only of his comrades," Sasha went on, "and
do you know what he tried to convince me of? That we
must help them escape. He said it could be done very sim-
ply and easily."
Sophia raised her head.
"That's an idea, Sasha! What do you think?" she asked
eagerly.
The cup of tea trembled in the mother's hands. Sasha
drew her brows together and tried to hide her excite-
ment.
"If what he says is true, then we ought to make the
attempt. It's our duty to try!" she said after a moment's
pause, smiling happily.
Suddenly she blushed and sat down without speaking.
"You darling!" thought the mother with a smile. So-
phia also smiled, while Nikolai glanced at Sasha and
chuckled. The girl raised her head and gave all of them
a stern look. She was pale, her eyes flashed, and her tone
was dry and offended.
"I understand why you're laughing," she said. "You
think I have some personal reason for wanting to do
this."
"Why, Sasha?" asked Sophia archly, getting up and
going over to her. The mother saw that Sasha was hurt;
Sophia should not have said it. She sighed and looked
at her reproachfully.
"Then I refuse to have anything to do with it!" ex-
claimed Sasha. "I can't be party to it if you're going to
look upon it as	"

